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Ashamed 


Author's Notes: 
A bit of a dark tone for this kink | randomly thought about this morning. | hope this doesn't offend anyone. It 
is not the point. 


Not sure if this fic should deserve a TW but it contains reference and description of epileptic seizures. 


Stephen is sprawled on the couch in his living room, still panting, arms spread wide and head tilted back, 
disgracefully crucified by the shock of his solitary pleasure. The post-orgasmic bliss is already fading away, 
being replaced by bitterness and guilt. And when those two will be done with him, shame will rear its ugly head. 
He knows and he should know better but actually he doesn’t. That's why he gave in to his filthy fantasy and 
ended up like this. 


A grimace of disgust passes over his face as he wipes his sticky fingers and hand on his t-shirt and tucks 
himself back in his jeans. He has to move his ass from the couch anyway. He can't stay here because his wife 


is probably soon going to come back with their daughters from their day trip at her parents. 


The drummer hazily walks up the stairs to their bedroom. He proceeds to undress and throw his clothes in 
the washing machine. He puts on a new pair of boxers and slides under the freshness of the bedsheets. It's 
only 9 o'clock and his wife will find it odd that he went to bed so early but he can always pretext that he felt 
tired and had a bad headache and there was nothing to watch on television, as usual. Nothing besides that 
bloody documentary. Why did he even have to check what was on ty this evening? 


He knows the documentary has nothing to do with all this but he still tries to find excuses. Normal people don't 
get turned on by these things. It's sick and disgusting. He is sick and disgusting. What would his wife say? What 
would the other guys in the band say? What would anyone say? 


He swallows back his sobs. He cannot cry. He doesn't deserve to cry. 


The drummer lies there in the dark of their cozy bedroom, arms on his side carefully spread a few inches 
away from his body in order to avoid any contact with himself. He cannot stand thinking about touching 
himself anymore. He doesn't know how he'll stand it when his wife is back and will join him in bed and slide right 
next to him. She doesn't know what she's touching. She should be repulsed by him if she knew. He is repulsed 
by himself. 


He knows he will fall asleep fast, though. He swallowed two pills. Usually one is enough when he has mild 
insomnia so by taking two, he is sure he will be knocked out quickly. 


Before the pills work their magic, unfortunately, the film of this evening replays in his head, no matter how 
hard he tries to avoid it. 


He's casually flipping channels with the remote and ends up on that channel he sometimes watches and which 
features interesting scientific documentaries. He sees the program is just starting so he leaves it on and waits 
to hear what the subject will be tonight. A few seconds into the program suffice to let him know what they 
will talk about. He is frozen and helpless when he reads the word ‘Epilepsy’ on the screen. He turns off the 


television immediately, cursing under his breath. 


A wave of emotions washes over him as he thinks back about lan. He's been good at burying his thoughts 


since many years but tonight, for some unknown reasons, he cannot stop thinking about it. 


He often thinks back about the band and he remembers lan, but never like that. He has forbidden himself to 
remember him like that because he knows what that'll do to him and sure enough tonight, that's what's 
happening. It's too late already. 


Stephen feels the stiffness between his legs and a quick glance down only confirms what he feared when he 
sees the growing bulge under the fabric of his pants. 


When did it happen for the first time? Strangely enough, it wasn't the first time lan had a seizure. It was the 


second time. 


The first time, they were all so shocked They were big kids and they had no clue what happened till the 
doctor diagnosed him and people explained to them the situation and the condition of his illness. Then life 
continued and lan didn't take his medications, or he drank way too much when he took them so they weren't 


working and a few months later, he basically stopped taking them altogether. 


And one night, as they were playing a gig, lan had another seizure. He fell on stage and he started shaking. 
Stephen saw him first. Being the drummer, he had the other three in front of him so it was easier to spot 
what was happening. It was during the guitar solo. The other two didn't immediately pay attention but Stephen 
did. He stopped playing immediately and stood up. He was still behind his drum kit and he remembers very 
clearly the stage light hitting lan's body while his face was in the shade, on the edge of the stage, next to the 


curtain that was decorating the side of the small theatre-style venue. 


He doesn't remember how long it took till everyone stopped playing and their manager came over and dragged 


lan on the floor towards the backstage area. 


Yet, during that fleeting moment, Stephen felt the need to watch. He couldn't detach his eyes from lan's body 
which was shaking on the floor. lan's spasms contorted his body in unnatural ways while he was surrounded by 
a halo of dust particles caught in the stage light. lan's rhythmic convulsions, the adrenaline of the show and 
the loud music that was soon replaced by the crowd's noise, cheering, screaming and gasping - unaware that 
this wasn't part of the show - all of this hit Stephen in the most unexpected manner. He felt wildly aroused. 
Oblivious to what was happening around him, he clearly remembers staring at lan and letting his right hand 


slide down over his jeans’ zipper and feeling himself at that very moment. Rock hard. 


The commotion around him grew bigger and he finally moved away from the stage, as everyone was. They all 
gathered around lan who was still on the floor, eyes half open, as if in a trance. Even if he wasn't shaking 
anymore, he wasn't conscious either. The venue management were asking a lot of questions and they were 
saying they had called an ambulance. The other members of the band were kneeling around lan. Stephen was 


just looking down at him, in awe, hypnotized. 
And then the unthinkable happened. 


Stephen ran away from everyone else towards the nearest bathroom and locked himself in a stall. He didn't 
even check if there was anyone else in there. He leaned against the stall door, unzipped his jeans and pushed 
them and his underwear down hurriedly in order to grab his already leaking cock. He was so hard he ached and 
his hasty hand movement caused him to moan out loud when he touched himself. A jolt of pain and pleasure 
ran through his body. He threw his head back and started to pump himself frantically, biting his bottom lips to 
prevent further noises to come out but his labored breathe was loud anyway and anyone in the bathroom 


would have known what was going on behind the door. He didn't care. The urge was unbearable. 
He closed his eyes and swallowed with difficulty. Images flashed in his frantic mind. 


lan falling. His body convulsing under the spot lights. His face contorted, like he was possessed by the music. 


The ominous pounding of the bass line, thick and heavy under Peter's steady hand. Bernard's high pitched 
guitar solo notes twinkling. lan rolling on his side. More shaking, everyone rushing and yelling at his side. His 
body being dragged away. Light and darkness alternating. The crowd cheering and thumping madly. lan's heavy 
breathing, like he was choking, his tormented body exhausted, his shirt soaked in sweat. lan's angel face, now 
calm, but his ghostly eyes; he was not dead but he was not alive. In another place and another state of 


consciousness. 


A strangled cry escaped Stephen's throat as he squeezed his cock one last time before exploding, his orgasm 
wiping away the last image of lan's glazed eyes and unconscious and spent body. Right that moment, it was 
pure physical bliss. It was almost too much if judging by the way his legs and hands were shaking 


uncontrollably. 


Stephen was at a loss to comprehend what had just happened to him. Why did he feel the need to do that 
after seeing what happened to lan? He should have been worried and with the others, checking that lan was 
alright. Instead, he had just run away and jerked off like a demented person while thinking of his friend going 


through a seizure. 
Reality was hard to accept for Stephen who still hoped that this was a nightmare he would soon wake up from. 


Eventually, he got out of the stall and went to one of the sinks lined up on the opposite wall. He splashed 
copious amounts of cold water on his face. Who was he trying to kid? He was aware this was not a dream. 


This was simply a sick and disgusting moment of insanity. 


Stephen looked at himself in the cracked mirror above the sink. He swore he didn't know what happened and 
that it would never occur again. Now it was time to get back there and make sure lan was ok and the rest of 


the band was fine too. They had to leave. 


But of course, it was never ok anymore. The next time lan had a seizure was a few months later but not on 
stage. It happened during a rehearsal, Stephen managed to contain his impulse for a few hours only, till they 
finished their day together. Then he rushed back home and had to replay the scene to himself, in the privacy 
of his bedroom while he was taking care of his hard-on. It was probably less frantic than the first time in the 
bathroom stall after the interrupted gig but it was so good nonetheless. 


And the sick routine continued. Each time lan had a seizure, Stephen would indulge in his obscene fantasy. He 
would recall the film of that moment, mixed up with the previous ones, and make it into a brand new degrading 


moment, jacking off to his friend's illness and symptoms, to his friend's curse. 


When Stephen learnt that lan took his life, just before their US tour began, he felt empty more than sad. 
Selfishly and ridiculously empty. He had lost his friend, they had lost they singer and writer. He didn't dare to 
think about what else he had lost. There was no name for that, for what he was taking from lan in those 


moments of sickness and weakness. 


Stephen decided then that he would bury his filthy inclination with the disappearance of the singer. And to 


date, it had worked. By some miracle, and whenever he was thinking back about lan, he had succeeded at 


avoiding to think of this dark place he didn't want to go to anymore. 


Tonight, however, as the sleeping pills finally give him some relief and help him drift away into oblivion, he is 
reminded that he will never completely escape his repulsive mind. 


